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This is the scene in which art-making becomes the adult manifestation of the very visceral
and genuine excitement of running home from school to play with my Barbies, alone.
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This is the scene in which Nick Cave and the Bad Seeds play distantly from an adjacent
room, while Solveig Dommartin caress the hands of Bruno Ganz, her face a vivid, animated
portrait, she says, “When I was with someone I was often happy. But the same time, it all
seemed a coincidence. These people were my parents. But it could have been others. Why
was this brown-eyed boy my brother and not the green-eyed boy on the opposite platform?
The taxi driver's daughter was my friend. But I might as well have put my arm round a horse's
neck.”1

This is the scene in which David Foster Wallace describes the phenomenology of depression
with the precision of someone who, not only has experienced depression, but also studied it
like some sort of sick hobby. “The approximately half-dozen friends whom her therapist - who
had earned both a terminal graduate degree and a medical degree - referred to as the
depressed person's Support System tended to be either female acquaintances from childhood
or else girls she had roomed with at various stages of her school career, nurturing and
comparatively undamaged women who now lived in all manner of different cities and whom
the depressed person often had not laid eyes on in years and years, and whom she called
late in the evening, long-distance, for badly needed sharing and support and just a few wellchosen words to help her get some realistic perspective on the day's despair and get
centered and gather together the strength to fight through the emotional agony of the next
day, and to whom, when she telephoned, the depressed person always apologized for
dragging them down or coming off as boring or self-pitying or repellent or taking them away

1 Wenders, Wings of Desire, 1987
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from their active, vibrant, largely pain-free long-distance lives.“

2

This is the scene in which the cleaning lady at the restaurant lifts the toilet seat and sees the
runny strains of puke along the inside of the ceramic bowl. Along with the bipolar diagnosis,
this was the main reason for my early return to my estranged home country. I didn't see
anyone. I didn't go to school. The only people who saw me were the ladies behind the till
down at Pioneer on the corner of 74th and Columbus, who looked worried as I came down in
my pajamas for the 7th time that day with bleeding knuckles and gastric acid burns around my
mouth, buying another pint of ice cream, the gallon mint chocolate chip. You know an
alcoholic by her choice of beverage with highest alcohol percentage pr bought cl. I was
placed in a recovery program in Copenhagen, where we had to write down everything we ate.
We were weighed, we 'came in' Infinite Jest style, sat in the circle of foldable plastic chairs
and talked about all of the shit. My whole family came in for family day and I had to sit there
starring into the ground with white little fists saying how they hadn't been good parents, like, to
their faces. A lot changed inside me. They changed though too I think. A lot happened, in that
time.

“The masochist and the drug user court these ever-present dangers that empty their Body
Without Organs instead of filling them.“ 3

2 DWF, Harpers, p. 57, January 1998
3 Deleuze and Guittari p. 149, 1980
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This is the scene in which Angela Carter argues that “pornography involves an abstraction of
human intercourse in which the self is reduced to its formal elements. In its most basic form,
these elements are represented by the probe an the fringed hole, the twin signs of male and
female in graffiti, the biological symbols scrawled on the subway poster and the urinal wall.” 4 I
draw a dick in the style of crude locker room graffiti next to his torso. It is fat with tight and
pulsating testicles ready to burst. Little short lines indicate the hairs on the balls. I also draw a
pussy, the diamond shaped symbol. The lines surrounding it makes up the surrounding labia.
I once was trimming my pussy hair with one of those tiny nail scissors and accidentally cut
into my own flesh. I didn't realize until I looked down and the blood was running in a slow
steady stream down my thigh. “From this elementary iconography may be derived the whole
metaphysic of sexual difference – man aspires; woman has no other function but to exist,
waiting.”5 When I wiped off my labia with a piece of tissue a small v-shaped beak of flesh had
appeared.
“In the face of this symbolism, my pretensions to any kind of social existence go for nothing;
graffiti directs me back to my mythic generation as a woman, and as a woman, my symbolic
value is primarily that of a myth of patience and receptivity, a dumb mouth from which the
teeth have been pulled.”6

This is the scene in which I find out that my psychoanalyst is a an actress. She’s fairly well
known, here in the States at least. I just hadn’t seen anything she’s been in. This explains the
initial service-minded, welcoming feel to her. She’s starring in the pilot episode of the TBS
4 Carter, p. 4, 1979
5 Carter, p. 5, 1979
6 Carter, p. 6, 1979
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show by John Carcieri and Jordan Peele The Last O.G., alongside Tracy Morgan and Tiffany
Haddish. She makes a brief appearance in which she forces seaweed upon her strollerstrapped toddler. On her IMDB page she's credited as 'Seaweed Hipster'. 'I wrote the paper
about you' she exclaimed, expecting me to be flattered. She wrote a tragic sob story of an
academic paper about my work with her. I knew the paper was gonna be in the style of a case
study so I was prepared to witness my own autopsy, but it still left me strangely disembodied,
and made me think of Nikolai Gogol's The Nose, from 1835 in which Major Kovalyov wakes
up one morning to find his nose missing from his face, only to find it, the nose, later that day
posing as a state councillor.

This is the scene in which I slam the door adjacent to the bathroom in the large, bright
conservatory overlooking the garden in my childhood home, onto my brother's index finger
with such momentum that his nail falls off. I still remember his scream, and the stomach
turning realization of having caused it. He is two years and ten months older than I am. It
didn't fall off right away, the nail. It took a couple of weeks of it being blue and mangled, with a
small cavity forming at the nail bed. Like a waxing crescent moon, the small cavity grew larger
until no amount of nail was attached to the finger.

This is the scene in which the tragic woman is a hysterical and vulgar whore. She is a selfabsorbed, crazy cat lady, she refuses to exist under the condition that have been provided for
her. She is an irrational cloud of distilled natural force. “The major women of tragedy –
Euripides' Medea and Phaedra, Shakespeare's Cleopatra and Lady Macbeth, Racine's
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Phèdre – skew the genre by their disruptive relation to male action. Tragic woman is less
moral than man. Her will-to-power is naked. Her actions are under a chthonian cloud. They
are a conduit of the irrational, opening the genre to intrusions of the barbaric force that drama
shut out at its birth.”7 . Camille Paglia's take on the tragic heroines in the history of drama fills
me with the warmth of recognition. I too wish to open up my genre to intrusions of barbaric
forces. I look up at the woman bending over me. I look at the dense, large trunks of meat that
make up her legs, but unlike the trunks of the trees that surround her, she is struggling to
keep a steady stance. Like Saturn Devouring His Son, the woman in this painting is trapped
inside her own own masochistic, solipsistic urges. Cronos feared his offspring would be his
own demise. As being both offspring and mother at the same time, she is destined to be her
own demise in an endless loop. Her hands: one that gives and one that takes. I always
thought that women were indeed closer to death than their male counterparts; we are
exposed to the smell of the insides of our bodies and its reproductive conditions from an early
age, we are trapped in this preprogrammed chthonian control system, you are not. I am
unsure whether it is she, or I who is lost.

“And I said: OK. Who is this really? And the voice said:
This is the hand, the hand that takes
This is the hand, the hand that takes
This is the hand, the hand that takes” 8

7

Paglia, p. 7, 1991

8 Laurie Anderson, 'O Superman', from the album Big Science, 1982
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This is the scene in which “Can't Get you Out of My Head” by Kylie Minogue plays at a 0.75
speed in a darkened, tiled room.

This is the scene in which he holds my chin with his left hand, firmly gripping, then raising his
right, tentatively serving me a few slaps. “How hard, like this?” Harder, I said. He slaps me
harder in slow motion. My body goes limb with excitement and anticipation, and I feel all the
blood rushing to my pussy, I thought I was gonna loose my balance. We are facing each
other, next to the bed, standing upright, performing this scene with unsentimental frankness.
“Like that?” Yeah, like that. He spreads my ass cheeks apart this time and goes all the way.
him, unsure whether my agonizing screams are from pain or pleasure, keeps on drilling. I
wasn’t quite sure either.
I kept thinking about the prostitute he had fucked when he was 14. And what it must have felt
like, being a 20 something prostitute in 1997 ________, having to fuck a 14 year old kid. The
brown syrup of partly digested chocolate, chocolate mouse cheesecake and salted caramels
breaks the oily surface of cum, shit and blood already floating inside the ceramic bowl. “I
knew this girl, who used to come to my atelier and fuck me. She sucked dick... like a
professional.” He exclaims with awe and admiration in his voice. I could feel my asshole
beginning to tear, it was burning as if he had soaked his dick in chili oil before sodomizing me.

This is the scene in which I talk about my art practice in a boastful way.

This is the scene in which I sell a drawing for the first time.
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This is the scene in which Sid's dad dies of a tumor on the upper left side of his brain that has
silently formed in the past 4 months.

This is the scene in which he tells me.

This is the scene in which I perform a poorly formulated critique of Silence of the Lambs as
addressing imposter syndrome in women in the work place.

This is the scene in which I am watching Dexter's laboratory and eating oats stirred yogurt on
a sunny afternoon. Visceral, fleshy suggestions of rooms, fragmented, and consisting of soft
tissue held together by stringy tendons with pulsating rhythm, form a grotesque and
monstrous comic book inside my head. I watched an insane amount of cartoons as child,
unattended. That's how I learned to speak english. Dexter's laboratory, or Cow and Chicken.
Those cartoons had a very surreal edge to them. There existed this kids show on Danish TV
called 'Up in the Head', where the two hosts lived inside of the head of someone's dad,
making decisions for him. The set design for this show was this vast play space, where
anything could happen, but also like a construction site or very specific utilities and practical
functions.

This is the scene in which I look into the mirror and see Pazuzu from the The Exorcist in place
of my regular mirror image.

This is the scene in which Ester and I got so high that I thought she wanted to kill me. I also
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thought that the rye bread mix from Ikea wanted to kill me. It was waiting for me to put my
guard down from on top of the shelf. The evening sun had set over our balcony on the upper
west side. We lived together for half a year and I think I fell in love with her a little bit during
that time.
“wouldn't it be so fucked up if you cut into someone else's skin with a pair of scissors” she
exclaimed in a hysterical laughing fit. I laughed hysterically. “That's a horrifying thought.” I
said still laughing. “Yeah” she said contemplating something that I didn't know what was. We
sat silent for a minute and I felt the trees on the street leaning in towards me. An uneasy
feeling began to creep in on me, that the situation I found myself in was somehow
manufactured and watched, by someone or something. My heart was pounding harder and
my tongue was sticking to the roof of my mouth and producing that foamy, sticky saliva you
can't ever swallow. “wouldn't it, hahah, wouldn't it be even more fucked up if one of us in fact
wasn't horrified by this proposal.” Her face had hardened now, she had stopped laughing.
She was starring at me with calm observation. “Wouldn't it be fucked up if one of us in fact
found the thought to be exciting, but didn't tell the other.” There was no one around on the
street down below us, all you could hear was the distant cars driving by on Park and on
Columbus, and the wind swaying in the trees which at this point seemed closer than ever. I
looked at her smiling, “yeah. That would be fucked up,” I said.
We decided to make a collaborative drawing, and that it would release our creative pend up
forces in our friendship. The rye bread mix was beginning to linger in the corner of my eye.

This is the scene in which Rüdiger Vogeler slaps a 17 year old naked Natassja Kinski across
the cheek, in Falsche Bewegung from 1979.
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This is the scene in which I am ruthlessly drugged by some faceless scumbag at Doris' in
2019. It was _____'s birthday and the party took place at Doris' in Bed Stuy. I was living with
a middle-aged Korean man in midtown at the time, who used his oven for storage. He had
black plastic bags covering up all of the front door to the apartment. I didn't notice that the rats
were nibbling away at my bread until a few days in. The police man who found me kicked my
leg like one would kick a tire prior to purchasing a vehicle. “Hey miss, you're being indecent,
pull down your skirt.” I was paralyzed but wide awake, I thought to myself this must be what
its like to undergo brain surgery. I felt myself leaving my body as it was being managed and
lifted up onto the stretcher by the calming female voices and hands of the paramedics. I knew
I was safe now because other women were around me. I woke up at Brooklyn Presbyterian
around 3AM, covered in puke and blood from the scrape on my left knee. “Can you tell me
your name and date of birth, please”. The flashlight dilated my pupil, and I stuttered my
information in Danish. The doctor who had tended to me asked about insurance; I dodged the
question. “You might need to fill in some paper work over there”, he said pointing to the
register where the nurses in Figs were located. He then looked at me with grave sincerity and
said: “and over there”, pointing to the security guard waiting by the ambulance ramp, “is the
exit.” on the train back to the city I mumbled to myself, in a mantra-like rhythm: please don't
fall asleep, please don't fall asleep, please don't fall asleep.

This is the scene in which Barbie is the undead woman onto whom little girls can project their
femaleness. Her multiple selves filled my pink childhood chamber from floor to ceiling. I had
an entire shelf built to house the many Barbies: doctor Barbie, skater tom boy Barbie, sexy
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Barbie, business Barbie, musician Barbie. I used to bang them together to make them fuck, a
dear childhood memory being the clacking sounds of hard plastic. “The human body is
scandalously inefficient. Instead of a mouth and an anus to get out of order why not have one
all-purpose hole to eat and eliminate? We could seal up nose and mouth, fill in the stomach,
make an air hole direct into the lungs where it should have been in the first place. The
masochist body: it is poorly understood in terms of pain; it is fundamentally a question of the
Body without Organs. It has its sadist or whore sew it up; the eyes, anus, urethra, breasts,
and nose are sewn shut. It has itself strung up to stop the organs from working; flayed, as if
the organs clung to the skin; sodomized, smothered, to make sure everything is sealed tight.” 9
Barbie is the masochistic body without organs. I look down at her pussyless crotch. She
smiles helplessly at me. She is a vessel made to endure the desires and fears of young girls.
Hopelessly beautiful, soulless and doomed.

This is the scene in which I paint a portrait of you. You're flattered and think it means I'm
obsessed with you. I think it means that I don't understand you. I render in order to fathom the
incomprehensible order of personhood. The other. The wide, violent brushstrokes that make
up your torso allude to the structural insides that carry your flesh sack around. “When I look at
you across the table, I don't only see you but I see a whole emanation which has to do with
personality and everything else. And to put that over in a painting, as I would like to be able to
do in a portrait, means that it would appear violent in the paint. We nearly always live through
screens – a screened existence. And I sometimes think, when people say my work looks
violent, that perhaps I have from time to time been able to clear away one or two of the veils
9 Deleuze & Guittari, p.150, 1980
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or screens.“

10

Your greenness overwhelms me. Your mischievous smile that hides the

trembling core seduces me into loving you. We had just started dating and you wanted me to
cut your hair. Willingly. You've regained some of that power since then. Later on you've let me
shave your face with a razor. I always think about what would happen if I just pushed a little
harder. You wear your face like jewelry, and your large body like a vehicle with which to
operate and take a stance. I render your legs like trunks of meat, disfigured somewhat, and
disproportionate. You're floating in a room of crude lavatory scribbles and I make you jerk off
with a grotesque additional limb, which you gladly take part in with pride and calm
observation, looking into the camera. Look like you like it. I am looking at you, you are looking
at the screen, oily hands protrude the oily ass, he is licking her asshole and spreading the
cheeks apart. She's moaning mechanically. 'fuck lonely housewives now´, it says on the top
right hand corner of the screen. I think about Jim Carey and his art career. I think about his
role in Bruce Almighty and the scene in which he makes Jenifer Aniston's boobs bigger
because he is God. I think about God as a man. Oh Lord, deliver us. I think about the scene
in which he sees Cameron Diaz' character for the first time in the The Mask from 1992, where
his eyes pop out of his head and his tongue rolls out onto the table like a fat mammal,
separate from himself, a reference to the Disney character 'The Wolf' first appearing in the
cartoon Red Hot Riding Hood from 1943. A perfect distillation of male desire. You tell me that
you like it, the portrait, and that you feel seen.
The storylines in porn preoccupy me. They begin with a similar trajectory to watching any
other cinema, with characters and a plot, then hone in on this one aspect of the human
experience, distilled, stripped of complications, with that chimera of an entry point. Back in the
10 Francis Bacon, Sylvester, p 94, 1980
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day men would conjugate in the dark and masturbate furiously in unison to the larger than life
pussies and tits and asses on the silver screen. Now you have to do that at home. The human
fantasy lives in a world of proximities, for even in our minds eye we can't fully trespass the
lines of the social contracts we have laid out for ourselves; the closest to non-consent as
possible, the closest to incest as possible, the closest to pedophilia as possible, the closest to
rape as possible. Fuck your step mother and the girl who just turned 18 yesterday with the
braces still on. The very real mirror maze apparatus of desire fills me with dread.

This is the scene in which you (not you) ask me to marry you.

This is the scene in which I say maybe.

This is the scene in which I say: onto whom do my words fall if not onto you.

This is the scene in which I depict my mother standing with one arm on her hip, and the other
holding the hand mixer into the 'Magrethe' bowl, found in every middle class Danish home
since the 1950s, named after our Queen. My mother's meaty arm, her distant, disassociated
glare and her beautiful face makes me weep pathetically on my knees, alone in my studio,
looking up at her, like one would at the feet of at a deity. Her weighty body is propped up onto
my childhood home. This, washed out with many strokes of tinted Gamsol, to render it
forgotten or hazy in memory. It is with great difficulty that I articulate meaningful thoughts
about this painting. During a woman's 20's she grapples with the psychological trauma
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inflicted upon her by her father. Towards the end of this decade, it becomes clear to her that
her real pain lies in the complications of the bond with the primary object. Mor, Mamma,
Maman. I study the Femme Maison series by Louise Bourgeois with careful intensity. About
the series Bourgeois has said that the woman depicted ‘does not know that she is half naked,
and she does not know that she is trying to hide. That is to say, she is totally self-defeating
because she shows herself at the very moment that she thinks she is hiding’11 I think about
my mother's hidden chocolate stash and her tyrannical father who made her drink raw egg
yolks in the morning and was not slow to let her know that little girls were to be seen and not
heard. I think about the intergenerational conditions that gets passed on through the blood. In
h e r Cells series Bourgeois made a marble carving of her childhood home. Frozen and
stoically present. Surrounding it exists a large cage, or structure. “The cells represent different
types of pain: the physical, the emotional and the psychological, and the mental and
intellectual. When does the emotional become physical, it’s a circle going round and round.” 12
Bourgeois' notorious ambivalence towards motherhood scares the shit out of me. In my family
the men hold everybody’s passports, drive the cars and make the food. The women decide
how to raise the children. Even though you do the best you can the kids will still end up
conditioned to experience pain from your choices.

This is the scene in which I recite the lyrics to 'Stand by your Man' by Tammy Wynette
released in 1969 on the album by the same name, to myself in the bathroom of Clandestino
whilst doing fat lines.
11 Louise Bourgeois, Tate Modern, exhibition text on website, 2007
12 Manchester, July 2001
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Sometimes it's hard to be a woman
Giving all your love to just one man
You'll have bad times, and he'll have good times
Doin' things that you don't understand
But if you love him, you'll forgive him
Even though he's hard to understand
And if you love him, oh, be proud of him
'Cause after all, he's just a man
Stand by your man
Give him two arms to cling to
And something warm to come to
When nights are cold and lonely
Stand by your man
And show the world you love him
Keep giving all the love you can
Stand by your man

This is the scene in which I aim to articulate the dispersed subjectivity and forensic aspects to
my work. I often make a cameo in my work, similarly to how Hitchcock was horny for young
blondes and wanted to be in close proximity to them, or Woody Allen living out his deplorable
fantasies by appearing in this movies and playing, well, himself. There lies a certain
18 of 45

perverseness in the desire for proximity to the fantasy, utilizing the self as a vehicle of desire.
It, the art, thus becomes an auto-fiction rather than say, a dream. Similarly to how Chris Kraus
weaves in and out of the real and the imagined narrative in her book Aliens and Anorexia
from 2000. The plot, surrounding the making of her own low budget indie film from 1996,
'Gravity and Grace' Kraus deals with real life events as well as imagined ones. She deals in
proximities to the truth, and by doing so she reaches something far closer to experienced time
and space than if only sticking to facts. “Face it Gravity, your work just isn't shitty enough. It's
illustrative of the peripheral conditions of shit.” 13 The images I create, too deal in proximities,
at first glance a surreal rendering of reality, but I'd like to argue for a Baconesque, radical
realism regulated by the nervous system, rather than association. This is how I remember it.
This is how it happened to me. It is a narcissistic direct translation of experience, leaning up
against the European tradition of rendering the self and its surroundings a la Munch and
Schiele. More recently, Louise Bourgeois and Ida Applebroog. A clinical dialysis takes place
in the making of: I slowly pour the liquid imagery from my brain onto the flat surface, and in
return I reach a better comprehension of something that seems to me chaotic and
happenstantial. “I'm just trying to make images as accurately off my nervous system as I can.
I don't even know what half of them mean. I'm not saying anything.” 14

This is the scene in which I carve your name onto the bathroom stall wall with a pair of
scissors.

This is the scene in which Buffalo Bill renders the body of the other onto himself in the most
13 Kraus, p. 158, 2000
14 Francis Bacon, Sylvester p. 94, 1980
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literal way imaginable. I will never forget the initial moment of seeing those diamond shapes
pinched onto the sewing bodice like cold cuts. Actor Ted Levine dancing to Goodbye Horses
by Q Lazzarus in a narcissistic ecstasy of doom, still to this day fills me with immense,
perverse excitement. But what happens when the body is a house, and the house is a body?
My skin portals are stretched like hides, stitched onto a structure that holds them with great
violence, not much different that the structure that holds up you and me. I made you first, and
despite your apparent doorness, you merely possess the suggestion of entry, not actual
permeability. I talk about you as though you possess personhood, I render you emotional and
seductive, as if you had a soul. The small postcard from mother is awkwardly attached to your
leathery skin, the floppy phallic door handle carries postcoital suggestions of intense
autoerotic lovemaking. Your body oozes through the cuts I made into you, I wrap you around
me and feel safe now.

This is the scene in which Clive Owens' voiceover says: Hang on tightly, let go lightly.

This is the scene in which Lara stares back at me red-eyed in the rear view mirror whilst
driving me to Heathrow with Make Me Smile (Come up and See Me) by Steve Harley &
Cockney Rebel plays on the stereo in the shitty Fiat 500 from which the exhaust fell off
spontaneously three years prior, well knowing that from now on nothing will ever be the same.

This is the scene in which I tell you about it.

20 of 45

List of Images
a. Wenders, Wim (directed by), Wings of Desire, Argos Films, 1987 (screenshot)
b. Sugar Baby by Anna Sofie Jespersen, 2021, oil on canvas, 85 x 72”
c. Can't Get You Out of My Head by Kylie Minogue by Anna Sofie Jespersen, 2021,
mixed media, 70 x 30”
d. Rafael with Mask (Rammed) by Anna Sofie Jespersen, 2021, oil on wooden panels,
111.5 x 72“
e. Zulawski, Andrzej, Possession, Gaumont, 1981 (screenshot)
f. Mother House by Anna Sofie Jespersen, oil on canvas, 2021, 52,5 x 84”
g. Barbie Orgy with Homicidal Rye Bread

by Anna Sofie Jespersen oil on canvas,

2021,81 x 53 “
h. Can't Not by Anna Sofie Jespersen, oil on canvas, 2021, 48 x 36 “
i.

Barbie, Getty Images, 2019 https://www.goodhousekeeping.com/life/g2530/barbiedolls-history-facts/

j.

Skin Portal no. 1 by Anna Sofie Jespersen, mixed media, 2021, 101 x 47 x 29,7”

k. Apple Watch by Anna Sofie Jespersen, oil on panel, 2021, 48 x 36 “

21 of 45

l.

La Femme Maison, Louise Bourgeois, 1946-47 https://www.theartist.me/artinspiration/most-famous-louise-bourgeois-paintings/

m. Shadyac, Tom (directed by), Bruce Almighty, Universal Pictures, 2003 (screenshot)
n. Mustache Dumpster Fuck Odyssey: 2009 by Anna Sofie Jespersen, oil on canvas,
2021, 102 x 72”
o. Rye bread mix, IKEA, http://www.bizzylizzysgoodthings.com/blog/road-test-and-reviewikea-brodmix-flerkorn-multigrain-bread-baking-mix
p. Skin Portal no. 2 by Anna Sofie Jespersen, mixed media, 2021, 79 x 94 x 34,5”
q. Untitled by Anna Sofie Jespersen, oil on panel, 2021, 48 x 36 “
r. Demme, Jonathan (directed by), Silence of the Lambs, Orion Pictures, 1991
(screenshot)
s.
t. Det' Ikke Så Ringe Endda (It Ain't that Bad) by Anna Sofie Jespersen, oil pastel on
canvas, 2021, 43 x 72“
u. Installation photograph of thesis show Salon des Refusés by Anna Sofie Jespersen
205 Hudson Gallery, 2021
v. Installation photograph of thesis show Salon des Refusés by Anna Sofie Jespersen,
205 Hudson Gallery, 2021

22 of 45

a.

23 of 45

b.
24 of 45

c.

25 of 45

d.

26 of 45

e.

27 of 45

f.
28 of 45

g.

29 of 45

h.

30 of 45

I.

31 of 45

j.
32 of 45

k.

33 of 45

l.

34 of 45

m.

35 of 45

n.
36 of 45

o.

37 of 45

p.
38 of 45

q.

39 of 45

r.

40 of 45

s.
41 of 45

t.

42 of 45

u.

43 of 45

Bibliography
–

Anonymous, Exhibition text from show at Tate Modern, Louise Bourgeois, 2007,
https://www.tate.org.uk/whats-on/tate-modern/exhibition/louise-bourgeois/roomguide/louise-bourgeois-room-1

–

Bruce Almighty, Shadyac, Tom (directed by), Universal Pictures, 2003

–

Carter, Angela, The Sadean Woman and the Ideology of Pornography, Penguin Books,
New York, New York, 2001

–

Deleuze & Guittari, A Thousand Plateaus – capitalism and schizophrenia, University of
Minnesota Press, Minneapolis, London, 1987

–

Deleuze, Gilles, Francis Bacon – The Logic of Sensation, University of Minnesota
Press, Minneapolis, 2002

–

Foster-Wallace, David, Infinite Jest, Little, Brown and Company, 1996

–

Foster-Wallace, David, The Depressed Person, Harper's Magazine, January 1998
https://harpers.org/wp-content/uploads/HarpersMagazine-1998-01-0059425.pdf

–

Kraus, Chris, Aliens and Anorexia, Semiotext(e), 2000

–

Manchester, Elizabeth, Louise Bourgeois, Cell (Eyes and Mirrors) 1989–93, July 2001,
https://www.tate.org.uk/art/artworks/bourgeois-cell-eyes-and-mirrors-t06899

–

The Mask, Russel, Chuck (directed by), New Line Cinema, 1994

44 of 45

–

Paglia, Camille, Sexual Personae, Vintage Books Edition, New York, September, 1991

–

Silence of the Lambs, Demme, Jonathan (directed by), Orion Pictures, 1991

–

Sylvester, David, Interviews with Francis Bacon, Thames & Hudson Inc. New York,
New York, 1980

–

Videodrome, directed by Cronenberg, David, Universal Pictures, 1983

–

Wings of Desire, Wenders, Wim (directed by), Argos Films, 1987

45 of 45

